LAME  JERVAS

CHAPTER   I

SOME years ago, a lad of the name of William Jervas, or, as
he was called from his lameness, Lame Jervas, whose business
it was to tend the horses in one of the Cornwall tin-mines, was
missing. He was left one night in a little hut, at one end of
the mine, where he always slept; but in the morning he could
nowhere be found; and this his sudden disappearance gave
rise to a number of strange and ridiculous stories among the
miners. The most rational, however, concluded that the lad,
tired of his situation, had made his escape during the night.
It was certainly rather surprising that he could nowhere be
traced; but after the neighbours had wondered and talked for
some time about it, the circumstance was by degrees forgotten.
The name of William Jervas was scarcely remembered by any,
except two or three of the oldest miners, when, twenty years
afterward, there came a party of gentlemen and ladies to see
the mines; and, as the guide was showing the curiosities of
the place, one among the company, a gentleman of about
six-and-thirty years of age, pointed to some letters that were
carved on the rock, and asked, l Whose name was written
there ?' ' Only the name of one William Jervas,' answered the
guide; * a poor lad, who ran away from the mines a great
long while ago.' * Are you sure that he ran away ?' said the
gentleman, * Yes,7 answered the guide, c sure and certain I am
of that.7 c Not at all sure and certain of any such thing,7 cried
one of the oldest of the miners, who interrupted the guide,
and then related all that he knew, all that he had heard, and
all that he imagined and believed concerning the sudden